~~ r^iwewjtor? ^gr 

SnterB^fiard 
Raft. Turne flaue and fight, 

T her. What art chou. ? 

Baft. A Baftard fonne of Pnom/. 

1 am a I baftatd coo,! louc baftardi . I am b a ftard f,, 
got,baftard inftr U aed,baftard in mindc, baftard in T aW fo 
euery thing legitimate, one bcavc wil not bite another ,*3 
wherefore Aiauld one baftard ? takcheed. the qua^ella 
moft ominous to vs, if the fonne of a whore fight fora 

who re, he tempts iudgement,farc well baflard * 

'Bajl. The dmell take thee coward ' r„ v 

Enter Hell or. ’ * 

■Ileti. Moftputrified core fo faire without 
1 hy goodly armor thus hath coft thy life; ’ 

Now is my daies w-orkedone ile take my breth- 
Reft fword thou haft thy fin Q f bloud and death 
£#*«• Achilles and (Myrmidons. 

Achil: Loke He' dor how the Sunne begins to fet 
How ougly night comes breathing at his heeles ’ 

Euen with the vaile and darkning of the Sunne, 

To dofe the day vp , Hectors life is done 
H f’} f’vnarnfd forgee this Vantage Grecke. 

A«.!' Srtikc fell °vves linke , this is the man I leeke. 

So IUi Q n fall thou ne*t,come Troy finke downc 
Here lies thy heart/hy finnewes and thy bone ’ 

On yiijrmydons, and cry you all amaine, 

Achilles hath themigh.y HellorMnc, R etreat , 

fdaikc a retire vpon our Grecian prat, 

0#<?.*The Troyanstrumpet foundchelikemy Lord 

w,n ? ofni S ht orefpreds the earths 
And ftickler-hkr the aimies feparates. 

My halfcfupt fword chat fiankly would hauefedde 
PI cal d w ith this dainty baite . thus goes to bed: 

Gome tic his body to my horfies taile, 

Alongthc field I wiilthe Troyan traile. Exeunt* 

Enter Agam: AiaXyMeneiNe/Ur^ Diomt 
. • . And the reft marching 

Ag*. Hark,harke, what is this? 
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Exeunt. 


ATW?. Peace drums. _ , . . ... 

Sotild-.roithin. Achilles , Achilles, Heitors flame Achilles, 

Dio. 1 he bruit e is Hetto r s flaine and by <• Acblles. 

Aiax. If it be fo yet braglefle let it bee. 

Great Hettor was as good a man as he. 

tsAga. March patiently along : let one beefent, 

To pray Acht 'les fee vs at our tent: 

If in his death the Gods haue vs befriended. 

Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe wars are ended. 

Enter zyEneas^aris^Antenor^Die^hobus. * 
t/Etie. Scand ho ? yet are we matters of the field. 

Enter Troyltu. 

Troy. Neucr goe horae;herc ftarue we out the night,. 

Hector is flaine. 

All. Hettor \ the gods forbid. ' 

Tm.Hec’s dead and at the murtherers horics taile. 

In beftly fort dragd through the fhamefull field: 
"T^wliinotry oil heauens, cffcift your rage with fpced, 

Sit gods vpon your thrones,and fmilc at Troy. 

I fay at once, let your breefe plagues be mercy j 
.And linger not ourfure defhudlions on. 

%y£ne. My Lord you doe difeomfort all the hoft. 

Tr^.You vnderftand me not that tell me fo, 

>-*Ido notfpeake of flight,of feare of death 
But dare all immynencc that gods and men 
. Addrefle their daungers in. Hettor Is gone: 

Who fhall te’l Priam fo or Hecvbat 
JLet him that will a* fetich -otild aye be call d, 

Go^ hitoTroya^i d% their He&ors dead. 

There is a word will Priam t ume to ftonc, .. . 

Make wells and Niobes of the maides and wiues: * 

Could ttatues of the youth and in a word, 

Scarrc Troy out ofit felfe , there is no more to fay, 

Stay yet you proud abhominable tents: 

Thus proudly pitcht vpon our Phrigian plainest 
Let Tr tan rife as earely as he dare 

lie through , and through you , and thou great fiz d coward* 
No fpace°of earth ihallfunder our two hates: 
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